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Introduction Into My Journal 


Author's Notes: 
wh y am i writing this 


"Go get one of my sweatshirts, James, I'm cold. They should be in a box beside my bea." Lars called to James, 
plopping onto the couch next to Kirk. When he did, he damn near sat on Jason as well. 


"Do you want your drinks first or do | have to fuckin! remix them when | get back? Because l'm just barely 
starting to make Kirk's and | still have to make yours." James grumbled back, violently shaking the martini 


mixer above his head. 


Kirk laughed at how much James moved when he mixed the drink, and Lars spoke up over it. "Okay, fair point. 
But after you make mine you have to get my sweatshirt" He said, having to almost yell over his laughing 
friend just to be heard clearly. 


When the drink mixing was over and everyone was drunk with liquor and content with themselves, James left 
to get Lars his sweatshirt. As he walked into the room, he was met with the mind-numbingly unmistakeable 


smell of Danish whiskey and old leather. 


The room, covered with the blanketed warmness of the colors of the Danish flag and the light of the lamp 
that was on, made James feel cozy, as if he were back in the 80s when he and Lars lived together in the 
small apartment in San Francisco, next to the burger king Lars constantly went to for food with James’ 


borrowed money. 


He spotted the box almost immediately. A brown cardboard box that came up to James’ knees, with black 


lettering on the front that read "My Personal Shit" in bold sharpie. 


James began digging through the box and found the sweatshirts, but then felt something hard underneath it. 
He pulled the sweatshirts off and saw a small stack of thick books, nine of them, with the remains of a silver 
sharpie on the black leather cover on the top. They were held together by twine and right on top of the bow 
it was tied into was a framed picture of him and Lars, Lars sitting on his lap with a red solo cup and himself 
holding a beer with a large smile on his face. It looked like the picture was taken in 1985, because in the 
background, he saw Kirk and Corinne talking while Cliff was intruding into the background of the picture. 


James couldn't help but stifle a small laugh, and he set the picture on the nightstand under the lamp. Because 
of the new lighting, James could see the redness in Lars' cheeks and a smile on his face, showing his happiness. 


The happiness was contagious and made a small smile grow on James’ face. 


He picked up the stack and untied the twine, then picked up the earliest book in the stack and read the cover, 
large words written in delicate cursive letters. "LARS: JOURNAL (YEAR: 1980)" 


James inspected the cover closely, then opened the front cover. On the paper inside, in the top left corner, 


was something that looked like that of a header for a high school essay. 
"Lars Ulrich's Journal (years 1180-1981)" 


James couldn't help but dive further into the book. On the opposite side of the book cover where the header 
was, there was a small drawing of a boy at a drumset, looking as if he were banging his energy away on each 


drum. 


"Introduction Into My Journal (April 23, 1980, 19:10) 

My mother gave me this journal a few minutes ago, and she wrote my name and the year on the cover. She 
made it herself because we don't have the ability to buy things here in America just yet. Something about my 
father not wanting to buy anything here until he has an official American bank account set up. | don't know. 
My mother says she has a few more journals, one for each year. She said that this one's only for 1980, and 
there should be enough pages in here for writing. If | make it to the 3lst and there's still room in here, | was 
told those can be used as pages to practice my sketching. I'm really excited about this journal now! My mother 
is calling me down to the main room now, so | guess | have to stop writing and answer her calls. This journal 


will be amazing!" 


Under the block of text, there was a small drawing that showed a bust of Lars. He had no clue he could draw 
like that and he was amazed. When he heard Lars call for him from the living room, he tied the bundle back up 
and brought it into his own room so he could read them later. He grabbed a gray sweatshirt off of the bed, 
shoved the rest of them into the box, then slid the box into its original place in front of the bed. 


He knew he was going to have fun with the journals that night. 


1980: A New Start 


Author's Notes: 
iam excite 


James rushed to get back into his room so he could begin reading immediately. He kept himself focused on 
keeping sobriety for that night because he was so desperate to read these entries that he forgot to drink. 
After he had brought a stumbling Lars to his room and the staggering and tottering Jason and Kirk to their 
suite down the hall, James returned to his room and untied the stack of journals. He picked the 1980 edition up 
once more, turned on his lamp and a disk player, then went through the journal listening to Black Sabbath. 


On the page directly after Lars’ journal introduction, there was a very realistic sketch of his mother Lone, and 
right afterward, his father Torben Afterward, there were a few more sketches of random things and random 
people. Over one of his sketches, a colored sketch of a road with someone walking down the sidewalk, there was 


a small note. 


"Note: I'm really happy that my mother decided to use watercolor paper for the pages in these journals. Now | 
know | can draw things like this. My neighbor walking down the sidewalk. He looked up at me and looked really 
confused when | took a picture of him to study for this drawing. | don't blame him." 


James chuckled lowly to himself, then turned the page and saw the original polaroid on the very back of the 
watercolor sketch. The neighbor, a tall blond man who looked of high status with his hands in his pockets, 
looked up to where Lars was, presumably his bedroom. His dark brown eyes looked as if they had intense 
thoughts of death and suicide contemplation within them. He looked depressed. 


Under that polaroid, there was another note that was written in Lars' small, dainty writing. It looked a lot like 
his mother's, just in print. 


“Another note: Sadly, | found out that my neighbor killed himself the night | took this picture. Nobody knew 
until a few days later when my mother had to report the smell of his rotting body to the city council. Turns 
out he hung himself and just.Hung there for around four days. That's pretty morbid..But also really cool.” 


James looked to the next page and saw the simple sketch of a body hanging from a noose, its face and arms 
decomposing. In accordance with how Lars first saw the man, his hands were stuffed deep in his pockets as he 


hung. He only let out a small grunt before turning to the next page and being met with an entry. 


"Entry | (May 4, 1980, 15:34) 

My father told me I'm supposed to start my first full high school day tomorrow. | already tried, but my 
nervousness got the best of me and | threw up in the bathroom. And | can't speak that good of English aloud, 
so | have no idea how I'm going to be able to get through tomorrow. My anxiety shouldn't be as high as it is 


for a lo-year-old, and I'm so scared that something might happen | thought that reading about the Little Rock 
Nine would stop my fears and make me realize that | could have it worse, but then | began thinking about how 
bad it could be tomorrow and now my fear is way stronger than before. | really hope | meet at least one 


person who wouldn't mind being my friend..! hope." 


James could feel the fear in the writing and he felt a feeling of despair in his chest, slowly growing bigger and 
bigger. He heard knocking at his door and he quickly threw the stack of books under his bed, while also stuffing 
the 1980 journal under his pillow. "Come in" He said in a weary voice, breathing heavier than normal because of 
all the sudden movement he just had to do. 


"Do you have any Ibuprofen? | just woke up and | have a bad headache." Lars whined as he walked in, holding 
his head in desperate pain. James opened the drawer next to his bed and quickly pulled out his bottle of Advil, 
then threw it to the small drummer that stood before him. 


"Go to bed, Lars. If you have a bad headache, you're gonna wanna sleep." James sighed softly, getting up to 
lead Lars out. Lars held onto him for a second to regain balance, then kept his hand clutching onto his sleeve 


until he was safe in his bed again. 


After that, James returned to his own bed and locked the door this time, pulling the other eight books out 
from under his bed and the 1980 edition out from under his pillow. He flipped to the page he was just on and 
turned the page to be met with another polaroid picture. It was of him from May in 1980. 


He was in his old factory uniform, and his hair was tied back. It looked like he was in a small local burger joint 


and he was taking his wallet out of his back pocket. He read a note under the polaroid and smiled when he did. 


"Note: | saw this guy while | was waiting to get something to eat at a place called Blondies. He had the rocker 
look going on for him, and he had these really blue eyes. Even in Denmark, I've never seen eyes quite like his. 
They were so light but they were so vibrant at the same time. It's super hard to explain. | guess all | can say 
is: They were absolutely gorgeous." 


An arrow pointed to the next page and he saw a portrait of a !T-year-old him, with his hair down under his 
factory cap. It draped gently over his shoulders and a wide smile was drawn on his face. His eyes were the 


only thing on the page colored, in watercolor, of course, and the drawing looked almost spot on to what he 


looked like back then. 


He turned the page again and saw another two drawings of him, both of them dated "8/3/1988" and he was 
curious as to why this drawing was in the 1980 journal and not the 1988 journal. 


"Note: | didn't have the room in 1988 or 1989 for these drawings. It turns out these pages actually stuck 
together. | thought about James today and | wanted to draw him for his birthday, but | never actually ended 
up giving them to him because | liked them so much. Im so glad | got to use my oil pastels on these ones, it 


made his eyes look even more beautiful than normal. | love how they turned out. Maybe some day I'll give 


them to him. but.Not now." 


James smiled widely and flipped to a new page, being greeted by the second journal entry he's seen in the large 


book. 


"Entry 2 (May 12, 1980, 16:57) 

School for me isn't going that well for me. | can barely understand my teachers, and did you know that there 
are anti-Semites in California? | didn't. Xenophobic bastards. I'm being endlessly bullied for being foreign, and | 
hate it. My mother says it will get better, and my father just purely doesn't care. He only cares about me 
getting better at tennis playing. You know what | say about that? Fuck him and fuck tennis. | love my father, 
but | refuse to do something l'm not interested in I'd rather become a drummer more than anything, so that's 
what I'm gonna do. l'm getting a job soon so | can save up for a new drum set, as the one my grandmother 


got me when | was Il is too small for me. I'm so excited for it, especially if | end up starting a band." 


His excitement made even James excited. He turned the page and saw a new note. A note with a small full- 
body sketch of James with the matching polaroid next to it. James had never seen that picture of him in his 
life, nor did he remember the picture being taken, but he hoped the note would have some background behind 
it. 


"Note: | saw the blond boy again today, with the same gorgeous blue eyes. | see him less and less every 
month, but | don't care. | was lucky enough to get a picture of him without his uniform or his hair tied back, 
and good God, he's attractive. Of course, I'm not so I'd never have a chance with him.Plus, he's probably not 


even gay..." 


The drawing of James was extremely detailed, his bright blue eyes standing out against his tanned skin and his 
brownish blond hair. His shirt, a Venom t-shirt, was colored yellow and black while his jeans were pale, acid 
washed blue with rips in the knees. He got his outfit spot on. 


The page after it contained the same set-up, but this time with Lars, and a matching polaroid. 


"Note: I'm not pretty. I'm not handsome. l'm not gorgeous. I'm not beautiful. I'm a gross-looking lo-year-old boy 
from Denmark God only knows that | don't and won't have a chance at love. But that doesn't matter right now. 
The only thing | care about is getting money for a drum set, learning to be just as good a drummer as lan 


Paice, and learning that handsome boy's name." 


James turned the page and saw the third entry. He read it intently, knowing his name would be in it according 


to the date. The date he ran into Lars for the first time. 


"Entry 3 (May 18, 1980, 18:04) 

| ran into the handsome blond boy again. And..Well, | actually ran into him. | was stuck in a small crowd in the 
middle of town and as | was trying to get out, | rammed myself through the wall of people and couldn't stop 
running. | accidentally pounded into his chest with my shoulder and he nearly hit me with his skateboard, but 
he stopped. | didn't know why. Maybe it was because of my nervous crying? My girlish appearance? Both? | 


have no clue. He asked me what was wrong and | couldn't even speak English, that's how stressed | was. He 


calmed me down, and | found out what his name is. James. A perfect name for a perfect man. He still probably 


believes I'm a psycho, though...” 
James shook his head, and then looked at the other page only to see the fourth entry. 


"Entry 4 (May 24, 1980, 17:45) 

| saw him again today. This time, he was skating around downtown San Francisco. He almost ran me over. My 
mother says | might be crushing on him because she thinks | speak about him too much. | don't care, he's just 
still so attractive. | asked him about himself because | need to get to know more people here, and he told me 


the answer to every question | asked." 


The page after the entry had every question and answer. James smiled as he read his answers in Lars' small, 


feminine handwriting. 


"Name: James Hetfield 

Occupation: "| work at a boring-ass sticker factory" 

Place of Living: "I live with my half-brother David and my little sister Deanna outside of San Fran" 
Favorite hobbies: "Boarding, going to the beach, and playing the music | love." 

Favorite bands: "Sabbath and Venom. | wanna play with them some day, and | hope I'll be able to." 


James turned the page again and saw the fifth and final entry he was going to read that night. He was 


intrigued because he could feel the desperation in the written words. 


"Entry 5 (May 30, 1980, 19:42) 

| wish James went to my school. | just feel so unsafe here. Today | got beat up because | started speaking 
Darish and not English. They're so brutal to me. My mother had to take me to the hospital to make sure my 
arm wasn't broken. It turns out my wrist was broken, so now l'm in a cast. | saw James again and I've never 
seen a near-stranger look so worried. He asked what happened and | was too embarrassed to say that | got 
beat up, so | just told him that | had an accident while exploring. He bought it. | don't know why | feel so bad 
about lying, but it won't leave my thoughts. | hope to see him again sometime." 


James stared at the journal with slight discomfort and sadness, then closed it and set it on his nightstand. He 
turned his light source off, Turned on his side facing away from the lamp, and stared into the blackest corner 
for along while, hoping it would send him into his deep sleep. 

But it didn't. 


All he could think of was Lars’ bruised face and body, his tears, and his broken wrist. 


I+ haunted him. 


198l: Adoration ls Key 


Author's Notes: 
It's been like two months holy fuck 


Also: the last entry is actually a true story described by Lars in Metallica: Back to the Front. James is a very, 
very shy boy, | guess. 


James woke at 5:35 PM, according to his clock. He looked around to make sure nothing was out of place in his 
small, disheveled room, mostly checking on the journals he was reading. Each one was tidy in its stack on the 
floor, and the only untidy one was the one he carelessly threw onto the nightstand underneath his lamp. 


The red light from the digital clock shining on the leather cover made the silver lettering shine an ominous 


scarlet, and it gave James chills despite the fact that all the cover said was "LARS: JOURNAL" 


James got up and pulled a random pair of sweatpants on from the floor, then exited his room and knocked on 
Lars' door. "Hey, wake up you drunk. We need to get Kirk and Jason You motherfuckers need some food in you." 
He called, waiting for the door to open. 


Slowly, it creaked open only to reveal something that matched that of a swamp monster from an old horror 
movie Kirk would have watched. Lars's brown hair fell in his face and was completely knotted together in the 
back. He brushed the hair out of his face and looked up at James, with nothing but grogginess and death in 
them. 


"Good lord, dude, brush your hair..You look like shit." James said instinctively, getting a finger from Lars. James 
knew Lars's hungover morning routine would take long, so he returned to his room and picked up the next 


edition in the journal series, the 198l journal. 


He opened the book and went directly to the first entry, wanting desperately to read about the first time they 


really interracted. 


"Entry | (January |, 1981, 18:20) 

First entry of 198! | see James occasionally sometimes, but not as much as | wished | did.He won't stop being a 
handsome boy to me, and my mother still teases me about crushing on him. | don't like to call it "crushing" and 
instead | like to call it "Unrequited love" so then | don't sound like a gradeschooler. But.Whatever. Our neighbors 
have complained to my father about my drumming a few times already and now he's yelling at me to stop for 
a while, but | can't. Drumming is my new passion Tennis is now down the drain. I've started a new life. | hope | 
start a band soon. But for now, according to my mother, | have to focus on school and only school. They stil 
bully me, but maybe this year it's gonna be different.” 


James frowned at the last sentence. He knew it wasn't differen't. It was almost ten times worse that year. He 
turned the page and saw another drawing of himself, dated January 2, 198l. While the art was good, he still 
couldn't help but draw back in a cringe at how bad he looked back then. It was a completely new style from 
what Lars was used to doing, a cartoonish style where the whole body was lanky and the face was bordering 


between cartoon and realism. 


He was wearing his homemade Saxon shirt and a leather jacket over it, with ripped skinny jeans and his white 
Nikes. Oh, how he loved his white Nikes. His skateboard deck had a huge skull painted onto it with an anarchy 
symbol carved into the forehead. James remembered painting it, and the trucks, a neon green in the basement 
of his brother's home in the dead of the night as he annoyed the other occupants of the house with his 
blaring music. It was obvious that the board was hand-painted, but he thought that it made it look punky, just 


how he wanted. 
He looked up at the note beside it and laughed as he read it, feeling his cheeks flush bright red. 


"Note: My mother says | should just go after him already and stop encountering him like this. Unfortunately 
for her, though, she doesn't know that this handsome boy is shy and doesn't like talking much. But..That's okay. 
He'll have a full conversation with me when he's ready, and that's okay. He wants space right now, and that's 
okay. | just have to give it time." 


Opposite to that page, he saw a few notes of inspection 


"Notes: Blue eyes, very small and rare smile, very shy, sandy blond hair, holds himself like an adult would, 
doesn't speak unless prompted or panicked. | really like this boy. Maybe I'll be able to get to know him later on.! 
hope. He looks pretty interesting.” 


Under that note was a few polaroids, all of James skateboarding and doing tricks in the middle of a San 
Francisco park. They were taken by Lars, who was sitting under a tree. James could see Lars’ legs burdened by 


textbooks and papers at the bottom of the polaroids, and he couldn't help but laugh slightly. 


"Note: He fell during a trick and decided to take a few minutes to relax. But the thing is, he decided to relax 
right next to me. Right. Next. To. Me. I've never felt more awkward in my life. | almost cried.But seeing him 
stopped it." 


A drawn heart was right at the end of the note and a smile was drawn widely onto James's face. He couldn't 
help but continue reading until Lars pounded on his door. "Come on, James, let's go. just want to go back to 
bed.." He groaned out. 


James frowned. He had no way of bringing the journal with him without notice. Just as he was about to leave, 


he spotted a covered book in one of his boxes and picked it up. Fahrenheit 451, by Ray Bradbury. Perfect. 


The whole way to Kirk and Jason's room, Lars stared awkwardly at the book James held. "Dude, this is the 
tenth time you've read that fucking book. Don't you get tired of it?" He asked in slight grogginess. James only 


shook his head. 


"Nope. It's a good book, man. You can't get tired of a good book" He reasoned as he waited in the bassist and 
guitarists doorway for them to get dressed past their underwear. 


"Uh..yeah, you can. You got tired of 1984, didn't you?" Lars mumbled, leaning parallel with James on the 
doorframe. James rolled his eyes and laughed softly. 


"The one reason | got tired of that book is because you spoiled the ending of it for me." He said, blue eyes 
boring into Lars. Lars was too hungover to notice the gaze, and instead shrugged. 


When they got to the Denny's to eat, James sat isolated in the corner of the booth with Lars's journal open, 
doing nothing but reading each and every little note that came into sight and nibbling on some of Kirk's toast 
he stole off of his plate. 


He saw a huge, capitalized bold note on the back of a page he had just read. He read it, then tried to keep a 
straight face. He remembers the day he and Lars first officially met up. 


"Note: JAMES FINALLY AGREED TO GO OUT FOR FOOD WITH MEI! He was blushing when he answered, so | think 


he was really anticipating it.Either that, or he was just embarrassed. Either way!" 


The next page had a few polaroids from the night they met up. They were at west San Francisco's Denny's at 
I:00 at night, and the pair had both snuck out just to meet. 


James was wearing a t-shirt with his school name and jersey number on it and sweatpants with his hair 
tousled since he snuck out in a hurry and didn't bother cleaning himself up. Lars was wearing a sweatshirt and 
black shorts, which were soon designated as his practice shorts, and a peculiar array of supplies with him. 


Cassettes, his camera, and his journal. 


The polaroids of James included an assortment of 5 pictures. Each one was labeled how many minutes it was 
into the meetup. 


The first one showed James sitting opposite from the camera with an awkward grin on his face, looking like a 
gentle giant in the picture. It was timestamped as "Time: II:05" 


The second was him with his head in his arms on the table, eyes closed. The timestamp had a note by it. "I5 
minutes in -- the boy fell asleep!" 


The third showed him looking longingly out the window, watching closely at the cars that drove by the 
restaurant. "25 minutes in -- he just woke up and now he's just watching the world go by." the timestamp 


wrote. 


The fourth was him devouring his food. His eyes looked up at the camera as he bit on his fork, looking as if he 


were caught in the act of a crime. "Food came, 35 minutes in. | don't think he's eaten in a while." the timestamp 
said. 


And the fifth was of the two of them in the car. James remembered that they were at a stoplight, and Lars 
pulled his camera out to take a final picture of them together before he was dropped off. "The ‘Date’ went 
welll On my way home. Time: 1:40 AM" 

The other page was only three pictures that James had taken of Lars and they all looked shaky but artistic as 
well. The first was Lars looking down in his journal, sketching in a page of it. He understood where the sketch 


before had come from, then. 


The second, he was reaching out for his camera Through the blur that colored his face, he could see Lars 


smiling. 
The third and final one was Lars, asleep in the passenger seat of James's car as they were driving home. 


James felt relieved when he finally got to return to his room to read more, and even more relieved when he 


was able to throw the fake book cover off and back into the box. 


The next page was a piece of lined paper with writing on it taped into the journal, with a title above it: "Note 
Passing with Madaline" 


"You know of that guy James off of the Downy football team, right?" 
"Yeah. What about him?" 

"| went on a date with him last night" 

"Date as in food date or date as in The Park?" 

"Both 

A small doodle of a shocked person was Madaline's response. 

"Are you sure? What happened” 


"All l'm gonna say is | fell asleep under a tree with him and woke up in his passenger seat. I'll tell you the rest 


next period." 
"Gotcha" 


He chuckled at the note softly, then turned to see the second entry in the section he flipped to. 


"Entry 46 (October 3, 1981, 23:41) 

James's team was playing at the homecoming game. The whole time, Madaline and | kept our eyes on number IT 
to see what would happen. It was so beautiful watching him take his helmet off after the game. Someone from 
my school's team ran up and punched him because | think he was a sore loser, but the only damage James got 
was a bloody nose. Good god, even then he was handsome. Madaline thought it was gross, though.Not sure 
why. He tried approaching us after the game, but his coach didn't let him leave because they wanted to settle 
the punch." 


James chuckled. He remembered that night. He flipped the page to something dark. Polaroids of Lars he took 
himself. Lars sat on James's desk in the center of most of them, bruises and cuts all over his body. Tears 
were beginning to stream down his face over a bruised cheek. There was a note under it. 

"Note: Thank god James got me out of there. There's a group of people who hate me, and they saw me when | 
was walking in the park a few hours ago. They beat me up, and after they left, James brought me back to his 


house to check me out. l'm so thankful for him." 


Right after the note he had just read, he saw more polaroids at the tiny diner in downtown Downy. This time, 


most of them were only of Lars. 
"Note: James has an interesting affinity with my camera | wonder why he likes it so much." 
They were six polaroids in two even rows of three, and they were, again, almost all of Lars. 


The first was the small teenager with his head in his arms, looking depressed and tired. James recognized the 


writing at the bottom of the panel as his own, saying, "Time: 2:26 AM. | feel bad." 


The second, Lars stared straight at the camera with somber green eyes. James looked deeply into the picture 


and noticed a small, unnoticeable smile on Lars’ face, and it made him laugh softly. 


The next three were blurry, but he could still see Lars's giggling face in the fuzzy screen that covered the 
picture. 


Finally, the last one was a blushing James, smiling and looking away from the camera. James looked at the note 


under it and smiled. 


"Note: | love him so much. | think of him every day. | just hope he'll love me back some day. Maybe it'll be 


next week, or maybe when we're 30. I'm not sure.’ 


Kirk opened the door to James's room slowly and peeked in to only see James slap the journal closed. "What 


the fuck was that?" Kirk asked, spooked by the sudden sound. James motioned for him to come closer. 


"What are you even reading?" Kirk asked, voice strained and tired. James laughed and leaned back, pointing down 


at the stack of the rest of the books. 


"| found Lars's journals from 1980 all the way to 1989. I'm reading all of them, and I'm finding out some 
interesting things about his feelings for me. Wanna read 1980?" James offered, holding the 1980 journal out to 
his friend. 


Kirk chuckled evily, locked the door, and sat beside James on the bed as he took the journal. "This is bad, | hope 


you know." He mentioned when he saw the first entry in the 1980 journal. 


James nodded. "I know..but I'm interested." He took the 1980 journal from Kirk and tossed it on the nightstand, 
then began sharing the 198I journal with him instead. 


“There are tons of sketches in here of me, and all the entries at this point are about me. Kind of ironic, when 
you think about the fact that Lars tries to act like he doesn't like me as much as everyone else thinks." James 


laughed, pointing to another entry. 


"Entry 103 (October 28, 198l, 22:56) 

It's officiall James and | have just started our band. We have absolutely no clue what to name it, 
though...Whatever. Ron Quintana usually has some good names, so I'll ask him about it. | have a feeling we'll 
have a fun time in this band, though. James and | found Dave in the papers after we posted an ad there for a 
guitarist, and James has been friends with Ron since they were middle schoolers. It's an easy and simple lineup, 


| mean, but | know we're gonna do great things. | can just feel it." 


"Uh..Who's Ron Quintana?" Kirk asked, confused. James squinted as he tried remembering the name and tried 


matching said name to a face. When he remembered, he gasped out a small "Oh!" 


"He was one of Lars's high school friends. | tried getting in touch with him, but he didn't like me that much so 
| gave up after a while." James said with a small chortle before turning the page and seeing a picture of the 


band's line-up. He nearly threw the journal in fear after seeing himself. 


Ron was wearing a small leather vest and tight black skinny jeans, Dave was wearing a leather jacket without a 


shirt under it, Lars wore a snug-fitting Motorhead shirt and his favorite jeans, and finally James. 

Oh boy, James. 

He was wearing a striped crop-top, leather pants, and biker gloves. He could feel himself about to hurl. His own 
embarrassment for himself was drowning out Kirk's laughing. "What the hell are you wearing?!" He asked in his 
laughter. James slapped the journal shut and got Kirk up off the bed so he could shove him out. 

"Get out, for the love of all that is fucking holy, you've seen enough.’ James mumbled as he lead Kirk out 
before he slammed the door shut and locked it tight. He returned to the book and opened it slowly, ignoring the 
picture and looking straight down to the caption 


"Note: Look how silly James looks! And Ron, oh my lord! Whatever, though. James is still a cutie. He looks so 


smug, and it super adorable!" 


James, though holding it desperately back, couldn't help but smile slowly and begin laughing a bit when he 
reread the note. Lars thought he was adorable. Even in the biker mess he was wearing, he still thought he was 


adorable. 


James turned the page and saw yet another entry. 


"Entry II3 (November 13, 1981, 23:35) 

That didn't go as planned. | brought James over to my house for the first time while my parents were here. | 
didn't know how shy he was until then. When he walked in, he could already tell they were home without even 
seeing them. My mother came out and called for me and he jumped and tried hiding himself in his body. He 
literally brought his entire body inwards, like his shoulders and such. Then he bowed his head down so his hair 


would hide his face. My mom literally thought something was wrong with him because he didn't look her in the 
eye. It went a little like this:" 


James's eyes scrolled down the page and saw a long paragraph of dialogue beneath the entry. He was curious 


as to what happened, because he couldn't remember, so he began reading. 


“Tonight's dialogue: 

Mom: Lars? Is that you? 

Me: Yes, mother. 

Jamie: [begins drawing himself inwards] 

Mom: [staring at Jamie as she walked in] 

Me: Mother, this is James. 

Jamie: [silent] 

Mom: [silent] 

Mom: [leans in to whisper to me] 

Mom: Is..ls he okay? 

Me: What do you mean? 

Mom: | mean..Well..You said he was confident... 
Me: He..He is. He's just shy because you're a new person and he's kind of a loner. 


Mom: Oh." 
The rest of the journal entry continued under it. 


"I felt so bad that | had him stay over for the night. He began crying when he got into my room and | didn't 
know what to do but hug him awkwardly and pet his hair. Also, he has really really soft hair. | like it" 


James stared at it for a long moment, closed the book, and stood up to walk into the rest of the suite to find 
Lars. He was in luck, as he saw that his target was walking down the hall just as he was about to himself. 


Without thinking, he opened the door completely, stepped out, intercepted Lars, and hugged him in the tightest 


hug he's ever given someone in his life. 


"What the Hell?" Lars said in a slight panic before he realized who was hugging him. When he did, he slowly 
brought his arms up around his neck and hugged him back in an almost gawky way. 


James could feel his hair being played and tousled with in Lars's hands. 


He liked it. He really, really liked it. 


1182: Working and Fearing 


Author's Notes: 
TRIGGER WARNING: Suicide attempt | 


| apologize for the shitty writing as of 23/1/20, l'm half asleep and was too excited to publish this new chapter 
after 3 years to stop writing. A proofread and/or extended version will replace this version tomorrow 


(24/1/20) when I've got the time. Shout-out to JessyUlrich, this one's for you, ma. 


"You've been in your room a lot, are you alright?" Lars asked with slight worry, releasing the lock of James’ 


hair he had twisted around his finger. James sighed and nodded, then let out a quiet fake cough as a cover-up. 


"Yeah, I'm all good," James rasped, "I'm feeling like shit is all. | dont wanna get you sick, though, | may have 
strep," he said as he pulled out of the hug. 


Lars kept his hands firm on James' shoulders and looked into his eyes sternly. "You know | don't like it when 
you lie. What's really wrong?" 


James shook his head and smiled. "I said I'm fine, just been pretty sore so | don't want to move. For now, 
though, | think I'll just live and die in my room, thanks," he joked. Lars rolled his eyes and tittered, then gave 
his friend a gentle push on the shoulder as he walked to his room. 


He stood in the hall, leaning over to see if the door to Lars’ room was closed, and quickly returned to his own. 


Plopping down on his bed, he took the next journal out, labeled 1982. 


The inside of this journal in particular smelt of must and the pages were stiffer with gentle water damage. 


Opening to the first page, instead of an entry, he found a bold title written in black marker. 
"1982: Working and Fearing" 
A note written in smudged pencil was under it, dated august 3rd, 1989. 


Note: Decided to start titling these. Nothing interesting happened in the other journals, but this is when shit started 
getting good. Working, being scared, and supporting James. 


James immediately remembered 1982 as being among the hardest years in his then-newly adult life. His face 
unknowingly twisted into a slight wince reading the numbers. 


As he flipped through the first few pages, he noticed that the first entry started in May instead of the usual 
January. Reading through, he realized why: Lars didn't start the entries until he graduated. 


Entry | (May 29, 962, R34) 

Finally, | finally fucking graduated | wont miss you, Back Bay. James and | agreed fo lve with my parents for a bit 
while we worked fo get enough money fo move out since the gigs we're playing arent making much James tried 
getting me a job at the same factory he works at but the guys interviewing me took one look at me and fold me 
to get out What assholes 


The paragraph parted to show a doodle of Lars sitting at a desk getting yelled at by James’ bosses, with 


James' face pressed against the door's window in the back. He chuckled. 


instead | just got a job working at Burger King Somehow, James's stupid little factory uniform is actually BETTER 
than mine. At least his are solid colored, mine's all sfrpes. Absolutely ugly. 


James knew exactly which uniform he was talking about. The super ugly striped button-up and the saggy 
striped baseball cap. Even his canvas jumper uniform was better than that uniform that lars spent nearly two 


years in. James hated it cus he always came home smelling like grease. 


On the opposite page was a polaroid Lone took of Lars and James in their uniforms. James had his hair back 


with a thumbs up and a big smile, while Lars stood with his arms limp at his sides and an annoyed expression. 
Note: What is that shit? | looked lke an escaped prisoner while James looks all fine and dandy. 


James was interrupted by another knock at the door. Kirk peered in this time, then quickly snuck in and shut 
the door behind him. "New journal?" He asked, leaning over the top to see inside. 


"Yeah," James said, "1982. He started giving them like, book titles after this one. Also look how stupid that 


uniform is." James laughed as he turned the journal towards Kirk to see the polaroid. 


"Want me to grab the case | just bought and flip through these?" Kirk asked as he started towards the door. 


James said yes, and got up to put a new cassette into the stereo on the dresser. 


When he returned with the I2 pack of beer, he threw it onto the bed and slid in next to James to see the 
pages with him. "This feels stupid," he said. 


"Yeah, cus it is. | feel like a middle schooler snoopin' in his sister's diary.." James paused, put the journal onto 


his lap and sighed, mumbling "What am | saying, that's exactly what | am." 


James noticed a significant uptick in very short entries in this journal, 24 from between May 24th to June 
Tth, the next big entry written. The handwriting was hard, scribbly, and messy. The ink had bled out from 
drops of water landing on it right after being written. 


Entry 26 (dune 7, 82, O49) 
Somethings not right. James can barely function anymore. Mom got a call from his boss tonight saying he was 


being put on short-term medical leave for not coming in for 5 days in a row, says James can't get good work 
done with a broken arm he doesnt have, which is obviously a lie he fold fo get out of working for a bit. He hasnt 
left his bed for anything aside from to get more booze and to go to the bathroom. Mom and I have had to stop 
him from driving shit-faced several times and each time he broke down I cant figure out what's wrong for the life 
of me. What's worse, dad's been gone for months on that trp back fo denmark fo take care of mormor, so mom 
doesn't know what to do between keeping James away from his car while drunk and trying fo keep our heads 
above water with nearly no funds left for ourselves. This is so bad, this is so, so bad 


James stared at the entry for several seconds with a sullen face and Kirk had to shake him out of his daze. 


He apologized and continued forward in silence. 


He flipped through multiple pages, only finding doodles and drawings and short entries about work and James 
himself coming home drunk on each page, which were skimmed over, until he finally found another vaguely 
interesting entry dated August 4th, 1982. Kirk and James glanced at each other both with conflicting 


expressions, Kirk wearing one of curiosity and James wearing one of dread. 


Entry 56 (August 4, 182, 00:56) 

James turned l1 yesterday. He celebrated by getting wasted in our room in the basement after work and 
overthinking a lot. | got off work right before midnight and he was crying on a photo album full of pictures from 
when he was a kid | asked him what was wrong and didnt get a lot back other than "I miss my mom" and other 
stuff | couldn't understand cus he was mumbling and sniffling and wailing and carrying on | finally got hm to bed 
after having to force hm to get out of his uniform at 00:30, and now he's asleep with the same photo album 
under his hand Im worried about him. 


Kirk's face drew into a somber expression, while James felt the tears pricking his eyes. On the opposite page 
was a collage of photos from the album he would look at the most. In the center was a family picture of his 


mother, father, Deanna and him. He ran his finger over his mother's happy face and a tear dripped onto the 
page. 


"82 was really rough for you, wasn't it?" Kirk said lowly with his head rested on James’ shoulder. The two men 
in the room were completely mute and sitting in a somber stillness, save for the stereo playing James's Black 


Sabbath tape. 


"Every birthday without her just gets worse and worse. | miss her." James responded with bleakness in his 
voice. He wiped his nose on the back of his hand and wiped his tears away with the heel, then turned the page. 


The handwriting on the next entry was hard to read and was pressed so hard into the paper that it indented 
on the other side and four pages underneath. When they skimmed over the entry, James's face turned an 


aghast sheet white. 


Entry 57 Aug 4 23:40 
Christ, Christ, Christ, Christ, James tried hanging himself in the room and mom found him when she came 
downstairs fo say goodnight while he was kicking the chair out from under himself and she had to keep him held up 


fil | was able to get home from work and he's asleep now but Im terrified to sleep cus what if he wakes up and 
fries again and Im not awake in tme fo save hm and he dies cus of it 


James shot up and chucked the journal across the room and gripping his head in his hands. "Jesus Christ, | 
remember that day, | just wanted to die and | thought I'd finally have a chance but his mom had to stop me 
and | hated her for so long ‘cus of it.." his voice started clear but soon devolved into an animalistic wail as his 


thoughts tanked into those of self-destruction and deprecation. 


Kirk stood and led James out of his room to go to Lars’. He looked bewildered when his emotionally stiff friend 
was reduced to a wreck of sobs and hyperventilating after years of nothing but happiness. "Something caught 
him off guard, please try helping him calm down ‘cus | need to injure-proof his room," Kirk said with urgency 


at Lars. 


When he reached James on the floor, he had been swaying and trying to calm down to no avail. Lars knelt in 
front of him and swayed with him as he brought the man's head to his chest to listen to his heartbeat in an 
attempt to soothe him. 


"Please calm down, its okay, | don't know what happened but | promise it's okay, I'm right here," Lars said in a 
panic. He brushed down James’ hair with his hand and listen to his sobs carry into the rest of the suite with a 


wince every time he choked in between heavy inhales. 


James tuned Lars' hushing out and tuned into his own self-deprecation at full blast. Maybe his overthinking 
was right. Maybe he is a waste of space, he thought. 


He hoped not, but the thought lingered until dissociation took hold of him. 


